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to be a minor poet. I remember when I did my record
long jump saying to myself when I was in the air half-
way, * This may be pretty good jumping. It's dashed poor
minor poetry ! ' "
It was an exciting evening. To the great danger of some
priceless bric-a-brac the man who had been among the six
best batsmen of his time illustrated some of the strokes of the
old masters, and some modern failings. Pressed as to the
world's greatest batsman, he declined to compare Grace, the
giant English yeoman wielding a battleaxe, with Ranjit-
sinhji, the princely master of the foil. But he definitely
thought Ranji the harder to get out, and in his mind the un-
spoken order seemed to be Ranji, Grace, Trumper, Bradman,
Hobbs. He also said that the secret of Jessop's marvellous
quickness lay in the fact that he was double-jointed all over.
About the mentality of all cricketers : " If they were mice you
wouldn't be able to teach them the way to their holes! "
When I asked what bowler he had been most afraid of he
replied, " Lockwood, of Surrey. He was a fast bowler with
the flight of a slow one. No other man could ever deceive me
with the same ball twice running. When Lockwood got me
out I felt that, if I had the stroke all over again, the result
must be the same ! "
Fry also told us this extraordinary thing: On the day
E. V. Lucas died Lady W-----, who was lunching at Lord's,
pointed to the door and said, " Look, there's E.V. going
out! " Everybody looked, and there was nobody. She said
afterwards that she saw E.V. quite clearly, and that he got
smaller and smaller.
Dec. 8         At the  little  Etoile  Restaurant in  Charlotte
Thursday.    Street to-day met Tommy Earp, who recited this
poem which he had just written :
LAMENT FOR LORCA
Only the other day there was a poet in Spain
Whose poems were known from Vigo to Majorca,
For he was a Spanish poet, and his name was Lorca,
But he will not sing again.
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